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transport, two Home Army men and two nurses from their unit who had come with them. Hanka, a trusted member of our group in the camp, was leading one of the men, I was taking care of the other Both of them simulated sidk-ness The girls were on their own, with the others of the transport.
In front of me an old woman was dragging her feet painfully, clumsily. She earned a small bundle, and the long string with which it had been bed traded after her. It was the very thing to arouse the German sense of humor and playfulness One of the guards pulled hard at the trailing string, and tossed the small bundle up in the air. It came down in a shower of small things out of the torn wrapping. Some linen, and a big prayer book filled with holy pictures which had been stuck between the pages, which now fluttered in the air before they were scattered on the ground The guards laughed, as the sick old woman stood there crying helplessly, unable to bend down and gather her pitiful belongings. She begged us to help her, but I could not risk stopping with the man I was leading, and went on Behind me, one of the two nurses we were smtig-gling out of the camp could not bear the scene She stepped out of the ranks and knelt down to help the old woman with her poor relics* The German kicked the giri hard. She fell on the ground, moaning,
"Please donV I heard Hanka's voice entreating the guard.
But it was too kte. The soldier wfaota she was leading bounced forward and hit the German. They were at one another's throats before we realized what was
Then they rolled on the ground* Hie crowd stood still aBd tense A f ew armed men moved slowly forwaid, where the fight was going on. A salvo of gunfire foflowad* Soiaeone shouted. Someone fell Others withdrew* As it was giw-ing dark, we could not see very dtefy 'win* iros going on.